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was also a note which caused everybody in the room tcr
prick up his ears.  " So you call yourselves fighters for the
people ?  M'yes !  But in our language you're just bandits.
And you want me to serve you ?   You're joking, simply
joking."                                                                               ^
" You're a bit of a wag too, I can see that! " Fomin
screwed up his eyes and curtly asked:
" A communist ? "
ft No, of course not.  I'm non-party/'
" You don't sound like it."
" On my word I'm non-party."
Fomin cleared his throat and turned to the table :
" Chumakov !  Put him out! "
rt It's not worth while killing me. Not at all," the man
said quietly.
The only answer was a silence.  Chumakov, a well-built,
handsome cossack in an English leather jerkin, unwillingly*
rose from the table, smoothing his already sleek blond hair.*1
" I'm fed up with this duty," he said boldly, taking his
sabre from the heap flung down on the bench, and trying
the blade with his thumb.
r< You haven't got to do it yourself. Tell the boys in the
yard," Fomin counselled him.
Chumakov coldly ran his eyes over the prisoner from head
to foot, and said :
" Go in front, my boy ! "
The Red Army man staggered away from the stove,
huddled into himself and slowly went towards the door,
leaving the damp traces of his wet felt boots on the floor, jj
" He might have wiped his boots when he came in ! You
turn up, leave the marks of your feet all over the place,
and make the floor muddy . . . what a dirty beast you are,
brother! " Chumakov said with feigned annoyance as he
followed the prisoner.
" Tell them to take him into the lane, or into the threshing
floor. It mustn't be done close to the house, or the masters
will be upset! " Fomin shouted after him.
He went across to Gregor, sat down beside him, and
asked:
" We give them a short trial, don't we ? "
" Yes," Gregor answered, avoiding his eyes,
Fomin sighed.